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small cubicle more than I need; what are hands for; why
not combine the process of drying with the performance of
one's daily dozen?' This may sound like a case of finding
in Shaw only what we bring to him pushed to an absurd
extreme, but the fact remains that there he stood, towel-
less, brushing and flicking the water from his limbs methodi-
cally, symmetrically, and even artistically, first from his
ankles, bending down to reach them, then from his calves,
and so upwards, from thighs, body, arms, beard, ending,
if I remember rightly, with a final flick to his eyebrows.
Then he retired from view.
Even so, I do not know Bernard Shaw particularly well.
That is to say, I am not in his confidence. But I do not
think this necessarily a disadvantage. Indeed, it may be
all to the good, for I see no reason why even Bernard Shaw
should know Bernard Shaw particularly well. He is too
close to him, too used to him, to see him objectively.
Though Shaw's eyesight has always been phenomenally
good; so good, indeed, that when an ophthalmic surgeon
tested his eyes he told Shaw that he was of no professional
interest to him whatsoever, because his eyesight, unlike
that of ninety per cent of the population, was perfectly
normal; yet even perfect eyes cannot look into themselves.
And so, if in spite of this we still want to play at Hunt the
Shaw and run our quarry to earth, a metaphor, by the way,
not at all to the Shavian taste, we had better assume, as
with other men, that the works proclaim the man. Then
the procedure is clear: see his plays and films, and read his
prefaces and books. The box-offices and the bookshops
are open, both of them willing to take your money. Here,
then, in wide country where the trails are many and the
scents cross, are some warning signs and arrows of direction
on some of the trees in the jungle of Shaviana.
In the first place, do not let us look for the whole of the
real Shaw in any single character of his plays, but rather
for fragments or flashes of him in almost every character.
* As a dramatist/ he tells us, * I have no clue to any historical
or other personage save that part of him which is also
myself,' And he adds: 'The man who writes about him-
self and his own time is the only man who writes about all